a rich copper tinge. Suratt rose. "Well, boys? 1 got to
git on back toVds town, myself,55 He looked at Bayard
again with his shrewd^ kind face, "I reckon Mr. Bay-
ardPs clean fergot about that knock he taken5 'ainst
he?"

aDammit5" Bayard said? "quit calling me Mr.
Bayard.95

Suratt picked up the jog. "1 knowed he was all
rights when you got to know him," he told Hub. "I
been knowin5 him since he was knee-high to a grass-
hopper^ but me and him jest aiift been throwed to-
gether like this. I was raised a pore boy, fellers^ while
Mr. Bayard5s folks has lived on that 9ere big place with
plenty of money in the bank and niggers to wait on 5em.
But he's all right/5 he repeated, "He ain9t goin9 to say
nothiri5 about who give him this here whisky.39

"Let tiim tell if he wants to^ Hub answered. "I
don?t give a damn.55

They drank again. The sun was almost gone9 and
from the secret marshy places of the stream came a
fairylike piping of young frogs* The gaunt invisible
cow lowed barnward, and Hub replaced the corn cob In
the jug and drove it home with a blow of Ms palm-, and
they mounted the hill and crawled through the fence.
The cow stood in the barn door and watched them
approach and lowed again* moody and mournful The
geese had left the pond and they now paraded sedately
across the barnyard towards the house, in the door of
which,* framed by two crape myrtle bushes,, a woman
stood,

"Hub," she said in a flat5 country voice.

**Goin* to town,55 Hub answered shortly, "Sue'll have
to

The woman stood quietly in the door. Hub carried
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